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Hi my name is Tracy Duffy and I myself am quite superstitious. I don’t actually know where my superstition stems from; I just know that I am. Having said that I was born on 31st October, the wonderful Halloween, (HA!HA!).

My three main superstitions are:

WALKING UNDER A LADDER – I think this is actually more to do with being worried that something might fall on me from above, rather than anything superstitious.

GOING OUT ON FRIDAY 13th - I’m actually ok with Friday the 13th,  that is until I actually remember what date it is, which is fine, if I am in the house, but if I am out somewhere wand  I suddenly remember, then I start to worry that something bad is going to happen to me on the way home again. I worry that whether I am on a bus or in a taxi, I’m I going to get home safe or are we going to break down in the middle of nowhere or are we going to crash. I was actually sitting at my desk at the wellbeing initiative on Friday 13th Feb, this year, and I hadn’t realised what date it was until about 2.30 in the afternoon, and in true me fashion, I worried all the way home , until I got home and into my house.  Then I could breathe a sigh of relief.

BREAKING MIRRORS/GLASS – This to me has to be the worst one of all. I am completely and utterly paranoid about glass and mirrors in my house. I do truly believe that if a mirror breaks then you will surely suffer from seven years bad luck. A lot of you reading this may think that I am completely barking mad, and for the most part you would probably be right (lol), however, I do remember that a picture I’d had for years just suddenly came off the wall and the glass shattered everywhere in my old house and perhaps it was just a coincidence, but a lot of things started to go wrong from that day on. Like, the gas fire constantly breaking down, I’m not saying that I did have bad luck for a whole seven years after the incident, but there was an awful lot of things that went wrong in that house, which was one of the reasons I left it.

As I said at the start of this story, I don’t really have a rational explanation for my superstitions, other than being born on Halloween, and as you can see I only believe in three of them, the rest I think are just nonsense, especially the one about it being bad luck to kill a spider. As far as I’m concerned if I see a spider, then I’m sorry bad luck or not, it has got to go. 







